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For the Youth’s Companion. 
THE VIOLETS. 


It was a lovely afternoon in May, the| 


ff 


i 
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Pod fitest month in the year, the month of 
m Min and promise. Oh, what a luxury to 


ramble out among the fields and up the) 
Janes and beneath the budding branches, 
and drink in the free, genial gale! When 
¥, je seem to enjoy health more than at 
yich s season? Everybody who has 
strength enough to go forth, appears to 
wear the same aspect of happiness—the 
as well as the rich. These glorious 
(easnres of nature are denied to none— 
they are free for all; you need have no 
money to purchase them. (fratis, is writ- 
tenon the blue sky, it is spoken in the 
breeze, it is hung up over the trees.— 
Thank God! there isno charge for admis- 
sion to his great temple ; no, all is free! 

Butto our story. It was a lovely 
Saturday afternoon in May, while on her 
bed of sickness lay poor Carrie Gilbert.— 
for many, many, long, tedious days and 
tights the cold hand of a wasting malady 
rested on her. The beautiful sunshine 
was but dimly seen in that silent apart- 
ment. The window was a little raised, 
just enough to admit the fresh air and the 
merry twittering of the swallows, that 
darted about under the eves of the cottage. 
Carrie’s younger sister, Lizzie, had just 
come in, with her bright eyes and rosy 
cheeks. 

‘How are you now, dear Carrie?’ asked 
ligie, bending over the pale, emaciated 
sister. 


‘ 





, dear Lizzie, I’m weak indeed ; 
but I think, a little better—a little better,’ 
plied the sick one, in a faint voice. 

‘Dear sister, can I do anything for 
you? 

‘Oh yes, sissy ; I have wished for some 
meto draw aside the curtain and let in 
the sweet sunshine—just for a few mo- 
ments.’ 
lizzie tripped lightly across the floor, 
id parted the folds of the thick curtain, 
ad like a golden flood the sunbeams 
streamed in on the bed of sickness. 

‘Oh, how beautiful! how glorious!’ 
tighed the poor girl, lifting herself up 
fom the pillow. She gazed for a few 
Moments in silence, and then, sinking 
backyher soft blue eyes filled with tears. 
littie came and stood by the site of the 
touch, and heard her sick sister breathing 
these words, ‘O, my God! when shall I 
mikiout into the fields again, and see 
thelovely face of nature! Oh, how light- 
lyTesteemed the privilege when I had 
Welth and strength. My Father in 













Ooms Heen! shall I ever have that in my 
Bosten a POWER again—is it thy will? Thy will 
sigan M done 
___— §_ limie'turned away to weep. At that 
Moment a swallow darted in through the 
LA Se. pen casement, fluttered and twittered 
aed Mound. the room, and then as quickly 
tions fursitl} 


darted out again. 

‘What was that, Lizzie ?’ 

“A bird.’ 

‘Come to see me, Lizzie; and to tell 
Me of green fields, and rippling streams, 
id—pretty violets! Oh, the dear little 
Meenger, how I thank him!’ and the 
tid gitl faintly smiled, as she cast her 


‘toward the window, and then up at 
the tranquil blue sky. ‘ Oh, how I should 
to go and gather a bunch of violets.’ 


About a mile from the cottage 
was a pretty dell, through which 
ran a clear brook ; and all along 
its banks grew, every spring, 
countless numbers of violets— 
filling the air with their delicate 
fragrance ; hence this place was 
known as ‘ Violet Dell.’ Thither 
Lizzie and two. of her young 
companions wandered in quest 
of these pretty little flowers. 
Out there in that sweet dell, 
with the merry voices of the 
girls ringing in her ears, Lizzie 
almost entirely forgot her care, 
and laughed and danced along as 
though she had no sick, dying 
sister at home. How thought- 
less! True she was but a little 
girl, and so care did not .make 
much impression on her young 
heart. 

The sun was fast sinking amid 
golden clouds, when the gay 


When within a quarter of a mile of the 
cottage, they were met by a lady and gen- 
tleman, who were out enjoying the air. 
‘ Girls,’ demanded the lady, ‘ what have 
you there, violets ?’ 
* Yes, ma’am,’ replied Lizzie. 
*Oh, dear, how I should like to have 
them! Do you mean to sell them?’ again 
asked the lady, taking up Lizzie’s bunch 
and smelling them. 
The girls blushed and hung their heads. 
* Sell them, to be sure,’ said the gentle- 
man, drawing out his portemonaie. *‘ What 
will you take for the lot, my dears ?” 
The girls still held down their heads. 
‘There is ten cents for each of you—go 
and buy some candy—better than flowers 
—ain’t it? 
The lady gathered the three bunches 
into one, and nodding smilingly, passed 
on. 
The girls were highly pleased with 
their very unexpected bargain, and con- 
gratulated themselves on their success. 
* Well, I shan’t buy candy with mine,’ 
said Emma. ‘I'll buy a little book for 
my sister Mary, she’s so good to me, and 
I promised her a present, some day. 
‘I wish I had a sister, Emma, I’d buy 
a book too,’ cried Minnie. ‘I'll give 
mine to mamma, sheloves me so. Lizzie, 
dear, what will you do with yours?’ 
Lizzie burst into tears. 
From the spire of the village church 
near by came the deep, solemn sound of! 
the bell—one! After a little pause it 
again sounded—one ! 
It was ‘ the passing bell!’ 
Yes, here is the chamber of death !— 
Weeping friends stand around the couch 
of the dying girl. Poor Carrie will soon 
be in Heaven. The last beams of the sun 
are struggling through the folds of the 
window drapery. 
The silence of the room is only broken 


the passing bell floats in like the very 
voice of death. 

* Oh, where is Lizzie? I want to see 
her once more—and the beautiful violets,’ 
tremulously murmurs the pale lips. 

Ah no! Lizzie cannot come. Fora 
bit of silver she has given away those 
pretty little flowers. She dares not ap- 
proach the bedside of her sister. Intense 


to look on the face.of one whom: she has 


by sobbing, save when the dull,deep toll of 


grief, burning shame, will not permit her 





group prepared to return to their homes. locks are now silvered with age; but as 


often as the spring returns, often as lovely 
May brings the blossoms, the buds, and 
the flowers—do Lizzie’s tears fall upon 
the violets. 8ST. J. 





JEM, THE SAILOR BOY. 


‘What makes you so sad, Jem? you 
are a dull companion when you ought to 
be merriest. Here we are, close in shore.’ 
The two boys were standing on the 
deck of the ‘ Saratoga,’ as she swept gaily 
into the port of New York. 
‘I have no reason to be merry,’ said 
Jem. ‘It has been a sad voyage to me.’ 
‘Sad! why, we have had some pleas- 
ant times together.’ 
* And yet I have not been happy a mo- 
ment since I left New York.’ 
‘Well, what is it, Jem ? Tell me now.’ 
‘A guilty conscience, Will, that is all; 
and that is enough, too, everybody knows. 
Bad companionship has led to all my 
troubles, and I have cried myself asleep 
many a night in my hammock.’ 
* Come now, Jem, and confess your sins, 
as if I were a priest.’ And Will tried to 
laugh away his sadness, but in vain: he 
still gazed thoughtfully at the sunset over 
the water, and continued silent. ‘Jem, 
we have always been good friends since 
we met on shipboard, and friends should 
always tell each other their troubles.’ 
*It is of no use, Will. You are going 
home to meet your father and mother ; 
and I—’ 
* Well, if you have no home, that is 
no reason for a guilty conscience.’ 
‘ But, Will, I ran away from it, and I 
have never been really happy since.’ 
The boys stood leaning over the railing, 
and looking down into the water, as it 
parted before the prow, and broke into 
myriads of foam-crested waves, and the 
silence. grew deeper and deeper. At 
length it was broken by Jem, and in the 
hope of relieving his mind, he related to 
Will the circumstances of his childhood. 
His mother had died in his infancy, and 
his grandmother had had the charge of his 
early training. His father, a poor but 
honest man, had endeavored to instil good 
principles into the mind of his son; but 
as he grew up he became wayward and 
passionate; a bad companion in the 
neighborhood. had counteracted all home 
influences, and made him restless and im- 
patient of restraint: 
They urged him to go to the Sunday- 
school; Jem rebelled; because his com- 
panion told him that it was ‘ pleasantest 
to ‘go out into the fields Sunday afternoons, 
it was bad enough to study on week-days.’ 
Time rolled on, and even a removal from 
the neighborhood did not separate them. 
The boy followed Jem wherever he went, 
and finally, in an evil hour, induced him 
to run away with him, and ship as an ap- 


so wronged. Lizzie never saw her sister 
alive again. 
Spring has followed spring—year after 


prentice on board a sloop of war. 
He was then fourteen years old. 


The 
vessel was to sail immediately, so that 


ance. They had been at sea but 
one week, when his companion 
fell from the mast-head upon the 
deck, and was killed. Then it 
was that Jem, terrified and con- 
science-stricken, as he looked 
upon the mangled and bleeding 
body of him who had acquired 
such an ascendancy over him, 
awoke to a sense of his own 
guilt. 

The chaplain, observing his 
distress, obtained from him a 
confession of the circumstances, 
and availed himself of the oppor- 
tunity to influence him to a right 
course, and to fill his mind with 
better thoughts and new resolu- 
tions. Convinced of his peni- 
tence, he comforted him with the 
promises of pardon which the 
Bible offers to the penitent sin- 
ner; and Jem was changed,— 
Day and night the thought was 
on his mind of the distress which 
he had caused to those who had 
loved him through all his way- 
wardness. How could he atone 
for it? Would they forgive ; would God 
forgive him? Oh! could he only see his 
father and grandmother once again !— 
Could he only get back to that poor little 
homely dwelling! It was too late. Jem 
must bear his punishment; it was to be 
greater than he anticipated. 

They touched at a foreign port for sup- 
plies, and from thence he wrote a letter to 
his father, and told him all. The pages 
were blotted with his tears, and for the 
time he was relieved; but he was never 
to see that father again; he told him 
where to address his next letter, and in 
due time he received one, in the trem- 
bling hand of his poor heart-broken grand- 
mother. He broke the seal in haste, and 
through allits bad spelling, and crooked 
lines, he discovered the fact that his fath- 
er had been ill ever since he left; that 
anxiety on his account had increased his 
malady, and that his penitential letter had 
arrived only a few days before his death. 
His most earnest earthly wish had been 
for tidings of his son, and when they ar- 
rived, and showed him penitent and re- 
solved to amend his life, and to atone for 
his sins, he fervently thanked God ‘ for 
his mercies to his unworthy servant.’— 
Then a deep serenity had taken the place 
of his restlessness, and when he yielded 
his spirit to his Maker, he left his bless- 
ing for his prodigal but repentant son.— 
She also assured him of her forgiveness, 
and hoped he would come to her as soon 
as the vessel returned; she would ‘try to 
keep the little old home till then, but her 
means were very small,’ 

Jem’s sorrow was indeed bitter for his 
father’s death, and his poor grandmother’s 
desolation. He felt for the time, that his 
punishment was greater than he could 
bear, and he went for consolation once 
more to the good chaplain, who prayed 
with and for him, and offered him all the 
soothing influences of religion. He felt 
that he deserved the trials which God had 
sent upon him, and in daily petitions for 
strength and guidance, he awaited the end 
of the voyage. The months passed slow- 
ly on; and, faithful to his duty, he con- 
tinued so, also, to his new resolves. At 
another port, Will Fowler had joined the 
vessel, and his ceaseless wit and merri- 
ment had won Jem, in some degree, from 
his sorrow: but his gaiety was only the 
ripple on the surface: that there was an 
under-current of deep feeling we have al- 
ready seen. 

On his arrival, he hastened to the old 
home. It had twice changed hands.— 
Strangers inhabited it. They knew no- 
thing ofits former occupants. Broken- 
hearted he turned away. What should 
he do? How fipd his poor and aged 
grandmother, who might be starving even 
now? Where was she in this wide world? 
homeless, perhaps, and friendless. 

* oe * 


On the steps of the Custom Hoye in 
Wall street, sat an old woman witha little 
stand before her, covered with a snowy 








ve- NeW Dear Carrie, shall I get you some?’ 

eS ‘elaimed Lizzie, starting up suddenly. 

, MB. “Oh, do—do, Lizzie, if you please !” 

. at pressed her lips on the cold brow 

avaaee #7 of her sister, and hastened from the. cham- 
’ Gi ber, 

6. 

r, Agents. 





year has, passed away ;, Lizzie’s once raven 





Jem had no time for‘reflection or repent- 


white cloth. On it were piled pyramids 
of rosy apples, polished like a mirror.— 


The sale of these, with some candies, made 
her whole revenue. There she sat knit- 
|ting, knitting, the long day through, in 
her neat calico dress, white apron, and 
close cap, with asun-bonntet drawn over 
it; and the officials as they passed in and 
| out, often stopped to drop some pennies 
into her hand, in exchange for what her 
neat little table offered them. She tried 
to be cheerful. She tried to be submis- 
sive to God’s will ; but, sometimes a tear 
would trickle down her furrowed cheek and 
awaken sympathy for her age and apparent 
sorrows. Then a larger token of benevo- 
lence, in the shape of a half dollar, or 
two shilling piece, would fall into her 
treasury. Sometimes in her human long- 
ings for the one being, for whose sake she 
yet clung to life, she would become ab- 
stracted, and then the money would touch 
her hand to recall her to consciousness. 
‘Oh! if I only knew where poor Jem 
is! If these old eyes could only see him 
once more! But, it isn’t likely—it isn’t 
likely. I could not keep the old house 
any longer: a little room in an attic, must 
do for me now; and he won’t know where 
to find me.’ Such thoughts were contin- 
ually in her mind, and prayer for him was 
daily and hourly in her heart and on her 


8. 
‘Well, good mother, can you spare 
some of your red apples to-day ?’ and some 
pennies fell upon her little table. She 
started at the voice, and looked up; but 
she dropped her head again in disappoint- 
ment. The young sailor who addressed 
her, wore the uniform of a ship-of-war.— 
The white pants, and blue jacket, the 
large blue shirt collar with stripes, and 
the broad-brimmed straw hat, and black 
ribbon with long ends, like streamers, she 
had never seen before. He had grown 
taller, too, during his two years absence. 
* May be you have been to foreign parts, 
young man.’ 
* Yes ma’am, I have.’ 
* Did you ever see a sailor called Jem 
Bogart, in your travels ?’ 

‘Jem Bogart! Let me look under that 
ig sun-bonnet of yours, if you please 
ma’em,’ and suiting the action to his 
words, he stooped down suddenly, and 
gazed at her. Another moment and she 
was clasped in the young sailor’s arms and 
held to his heart. 

* So grandmother, you don’t know poor 
Jem, in all this ** toggery.” ’ 

‘ Praise God! praise God! dear Jem! 
now T can depart in peace.’ 

* No, no, grandmother, all my earnings 
I have saved for you, and I have found 
you at last ; after looking three days, all 
over this great city. I am tired of the 
sea; and now I am going to live with you, 
and work for you.’ 

*God bless you, my boy! and you will 
not leave me any more ?” 

‘No, grandmother, nothing but death 
shall separate us. You have forgiven me, 
I know.’ 

* Yes, my boy, as I hope that God will 
forgive me.’ 

The punishment of Jem had been se- 
vere, but it had ‘ wroughta good work in 
him,’ and by a new life he proved his con- 
trition for the sins of—The Sailor Boy.— 
N. Y. Obs. 





THE UNDESIRABLE NEIGHBOR. 

A great many million years ago, there 
lived in the borders of a dark forest a lit- 
tle chicken named Billy Boyles. He had 
yellow legs and a yellow bill, like other 
little chickens, and said, ‘ peep, peep,’ in 
much the same way. Now Billy, innocent 
as he looked, had some habits which made 
him very unpleasant company to certain 
of his fellow beings who also dwelt in the 
borders of the dark forest. Sometimes, 
when a gentlemanly young cricket had 
gone with his satin vest and best brown 
coat, to give a serenade to his beloved, 
just as his heart had begun to swell with 
self-satisfaction and affection, out would 
rush this monster of a chicken from be- 
hind some mullen stalk, and gobble down 
the unfortunate musician at one mouthful, 
Ifa plump house-keeping spider spread. 
her table with the finest damask, for the 
entertainment of a passing fly, ten to one 
if she could be permitted to serve at her 
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had been from infancy a feeble child, and 
stood sadly in need of loving and tender 
sympathy. She was not beautiful; but 


for those who loved her, there was a depth | : 
| tion. 


of love in her little heart, which only 
needed answering sunbeams to make it 


| 
bear sweetest blossoms, and light up nen 


wan face with the beauty of contentment. 

This had been such a sad day. In the 
morning she had climbed into a chair to 
watch her mother’s proceedings at the 
pestry table, when an unlucky motion of 

er hand sent a dish of flour to whiten the 
floor, calling forth an impatient reprimand 
from the mother. Choking back a rising 
sob, she left the table, and essayed to play 
with her blocks, building with them a 
wall to confine White Lily, her kitten.— 
But kitty, impatient at such close impris- 
onment, made vigorous efforts to free her- 
self, and, as she succeeded, scattered the 
blocks in every direction. 

* What alooking room "" exclaimed Mrs. 
H. ‘I declare, it’s no use to clean up, 
you get things in the way so.’ 

No more house-building for Amy after 
that, so she walked up and down the room, 
singing softly to the kitten in her arms, 
till it was time to look for Anna’s return 
from school—Anna, the dear sister, who 
loved the little one, and never told her to 
keep out of the way. 

At last her patient waiting was reward- 
ed by a glimpse of Anna’s bonnet, and 
with a cry of joy Amy bounded to open 
the hall-door to greet her sister with out- 
stretched hands and the words, ‘ I thought 
you would never come !’ 

* What ails my pet?’ said Anna, as she 
took the child in her lap, and parting the 
dark hair from her pale face remarked the 
look of weariness in her eyes, 

* Nothing,’ answered Amy, ‘ only my 
head aches so, and I can’t play without 
troubling mother.” 

Anna sighed, for she knew the little 
Heart had sore trials; so, far into the 
dusky eve she sat with Amy’s head upon 
her shoulder, telling of the olden time 
when the fairies ced by moonlight 
upon the greensward, when every hill and 
dale, every river and tiny streamlet, was 
haunted by unearthly beings. Then she 
told of heaven, made glorious by God and 
the. and, as Amy liste her eyes 
, with delight, and she exclaimed, 


ROMISH SUPERSTITION. 

Here is a case of downright supersti- 
It shows how easily ignorant 
people are imposed upon. The Romish 
Church knows very well how to take ad- 
vantage of such credulity. That Church 
| flourishes in such a soil, The more igno- 
| rant the people, the more prosperous the 
|Church. Popery is idolatry in one of its 
worst forms, and this narrative shows how 
deluded some of its poor victims become. 
The facts are taken from the correspon- 
dence of the New York Observer. 


The facts which I am going to relate 
are borrowed from two journals published 
in the South of France. 

At the end of last February, a little girl 
named Bernadetta Savi, from 11 to 12 
years old, was with two young girls ofher 
own age, at the entrance of a grotto. Her 
|head was resting upon her knees, and she 
|seemed to be asleep. Suddenly she sprang 
|up in a sort of extacy, and cried out to her 
| young companions : 

* Bee that lady, dressed in white! She 
is coming to speak to me; itis Mary! the 
mother of angels! She could not do any- 
thing for me upon this earth, and so she 
has promised me a place in the kingdom 
of the elect, if 1 come every morning, for 
fifteen days, to offer her my prayer in this 

jspot.". And she pointed to the entrance 
| of the grotto. 

This little girl was evidently insane.— 
If her parents had been wise they would 
have confined her to her room, and used 
medicine to quiet her nerves; but they 
did not. 

Bernadetta Savi was allowed to go 
every morning, with a lighted candle in 
hand, to pray at the entrance of the grot- 
to, and she was accompanied by more than 
five hundred ! For the rumor was 
par among these superstitious papists 
that the Virgin had appeared to the child. 

When there, Bernadetta was in an ec- 
static state ; laughing and crying by turns ; 
and her eyes, constantly fixed on the en- 
trance of the grotto, seemed to behold a 
being which was invisible to the other at- 
tendants. 








Then I said my heart was sinful, 
Very sinful was my speech ; 

All the wells of God’s salvation 
Are too deep for me to reach. 


And he answered—‘ Rise and labor ; 
Doubt and idleness are death! 

Shape thee out a goodly vessel, 
With the strong hand of thy faith. 


So I sought and shaped a vessel, 
Then knelt, lowly, humbly, there— 
And I drew up living water, 
With the golden chain of prayer ! 





ASHAMED OF HIS MOTHER. 

A few years since a young clerk was 
pointed out to the writer, in the city of 
Boston, as an object of special curiosity, 
for the following reasons : 

He was handsome, but poor and proud. 
The clothes on his back and in his trunk 
were all that he was worth, and perhaps 
more. His mother was a pious widow, in 
very humble circumstances, and was much 
neglected by her unfaithful son. He was 
suddenly taken sick, and a dangerous fe- 
ver followed. He was soon glad to send 
for his neglected parent to administer to 
his wants. She came, with a mother’s 
love, and watched by his bedside by night 
and by day with a mother’s tenderness. 
Providence interposed, and the young man 
recovered. One day a shop-mate called 
to see him, when he introduced his own 
mother as his nurse! He was ashamed 
of her lowly appearance, because it dis- 
closed his humble origin, and he took this 
eruel, heathenish way to mislead his asso- 
ciate. Place such an example of down- 
right barbarity in contrast with the filial 
devotion of Lawrence, and it seems like 
the deed of some untutored Hindoo or 
South Sea Islander. Ashamed to confess 
his humble origin! The curse of God 
will follow him to his grave, unless his life 
is marked by a change. Every honorable 
sentiment of humanity condemns such 
want of affection, while it proves the op- 
posite in the faithful Lawrence. Men des- 
pise the one and admire the other. 





SABBATH EVENING RECREATIONS. 


xI. 
In an apartment of alowly dwelling sits 
a blind and aged man,. He is alone, and 





The fourth of March the train was still 





the expression of his countenance tells us 








I have not been brought to this end be- 
cause I didn’t know better. I was raised 
in county, Va., by respectable pa- 
rents, and received a pious education. 
Indeed I may say I occupied a respecta- 
ble position in society. But I fell, and 
for the last fifteen years ‘have been led 
captive by the devil at his will, and now 
by an ignoble death I am about to. re- 
ceive the wages of sin. I have even held 
the position of a minister of the gospel, 
and was beloved. and respected as such, 
but this only shows the height from which 
I have fallen, and from which all are lia- 
ble to fall if they yield to their baser 
feelings.” 

After he had ended his remarks prayer 
was offered by one of the clergymen pres- 
ent, and then the prisoner bade farewell 
to them abouthim. He then suffered the 
punishment for his crime. : 

In his closing remarks the reader will 
notice that he said he had fallen by yield- 
ing to his baser feelings. This is the tes- 
timony of all who wander from the paths 
of virtue. What a pity it is both young 
and old do not always heed it, 





AN EXAMPLE. 
A foreign correspondent, in one of the 


papers, speaking of the intelligence of 


several elephants that he had recently 
seen, gives an instance of meekness and 


submission under punishment by one of 


them which it will not dosome of ourread- 
ers any harm to take as an example for 
future conduct, 


We saw the recently arrived elephants 
from Burmah; they looked in good con- 
dition. There were ninety of them at the 
stables, and many were travelling about 
through the different streets and roads.— 

had a short ride upon one of the largest, 
who kneeled down to enable me to mount 
him, and some of them made us a salaam 
with their trunks when told to do so by 
their keeper or ‘ mahout,’ as the driver is 
called! They are intelligent animals. 

A story was told me of an elephant 
who had committed a fault in refusing to 
carry a slight additional burden, when 
told by the mahout that he. would get ex- 
tra gre for it. He was tried 


he ever got up again appeareth nti feelings 





: ond 
history. : ~ wt 
A BRAVE AND LOVING GIRL & the Savio 
Nearly a hundred years agé a’ gil ad bles 
named Frances lived ina village of Franegy J camD 
She waa only eleven years old when hem © ke y 
father died of vexation caused by hijg 7% * h 
troubles ; her mother, heart-broken, soi nearly tw 
followed him to the grave. Thus chm 
ces became an orphan, with a little broth 
er only two years old to care for, and 
one but God to care forher. Whateoul «Noo, 
or Frances do ? amma ? 
Instead of sitting down in helpless gris 4he'came 
the noble child made up her mind to his 
to earn the means of keeping herself Too 
her little brother. She could sew; EE ture of y 
and spin, and she set out in search fo f1i; 
work. The neighbors gave her all ®ll ‘yoy were 
could do. She toiled early and, lal today?’ 
watching over her brother, and bringigil ™«0 5, 
him up with the love and care of a md ig boy 
er. Such were her skill and indietry ic, 
that she was soon able to live in tlip? A 
and to send her brother to school. Whi Ip addin 
she was fifteen years old she had & tohold 1 
sant home, and there was no girl in OHH yey o1; 
village stronger, handsomer, moré ot Alle 
or more respected than the’ noble-heaitél An 


Frances. nother’ 





















One winter’s day Frances went outi@l vhisner, 
of her cottage on an errand with Mil old lady 
brother, when a hungry she-wolf, mi ot keys | 
five famished cubs, dashed into the JH @ draw; 
The winter had been severe that yeat, Gritndm 
the wolves had become very bold. ly lifted 
ing daunted, Frances seized U very 
stick, and struck the old wolf.so 
hard blows that she showed signs of J* — 
treating. But, meanwhile, the cube had 
beset her brother. Seeing his danger t tow: 
forgot herself, sprang to his side, ‘Witeh'e: 
him in her arms, rushed into the cotags par 
dashed him into a large bin, and a | 
down the cover, so that, he at, least.™ 
safe. ust Wor 

But not so with the noble Frances. Th they ar 
wolves had followed her. and all of 0H wad q,, 
now attacked her. Bravely she in thei 











her knotted club until, with torn 
faint with loss of blood, her strength) fi 
ed, and she fell upon the bin w 


cae 



















tained her brother. The wolves 
aiid sttangled her. She had 
















by court 
the presence or kweaey of his 





brother, but it was at the price of her o™ 
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THE’ YOUTH’S COMPAN ION. 
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pame 


istetly affection is worthy of imitetion by 

ai the children in the world. 
frances, show your admiration by loving 
your brothers. Be pleasant to them— 
talk, sing, read tothem. Attract them to 
Ives by the influences of sisterly 
jon. Bear with their rude sayings 
gnd roagh ways for the sake of doing 
‘hem service. Make them love you, that 
‘they may love home, and thus be saved 
from seeking pleasure in the street, in idle 
y, in haunts of sinful amusement. 
,you can do much toward heaping 
brothers fromevil. Will you do it! 

£8 S. Advocate. 
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FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 
Itis related of Washington Irving, that 
when he was a little boy about five years 
old, he saw Gen. Washington in New 
York ; his nurse carried him into a store 
where the General was, and said, 
‘Please your honor, this little fellow is 
famed after you.’ 
The great and good man smiled on the 
eiild; and laid his hand on his head and 
blessed him. Mr. Irving is now an old 
man, and a very distinguished one; he is 
; over almost all the civilized world; 
hehas seen and talked with kings and 
men—yet he remembers how Wash- 
looked when he gave him his bless- 
jng—it must be very pleasant now in his 
did age, when he is honored at home and 
abtoad, to remember that the great Father 
of his country laid his hand on his head, 
and blessed him when he was a little boy. 
Almost two thousand years ago, there 
wis one on earth greater than Gen. Wash- 
ington, yes, infinitely greater than all men 
orangels; this was Jesus Christ, the Son 
ofGod. He was all powerful. He could 
yaisethe dead, cast out devils, still the 
tempests. He created worlds, and 
allthings were made by Him. He was 
a good as he was great; for he came 
fom heaven, where all around him was 
glory and happiness. He came on earth 
to suffer and die, that we might be saved, 
and after He was dead He rose from the 
grave, and went again to His glorious and 
happy home in heaven. 
Once while He was on earth, some lit- 
tle children were brought to the good 
lord Jesus, and He took them in His 





A “ll arms, and laid His sacred hands on their 
heads, and blessed them. How do you 
suppose these children must have felt 

vath, litthgy ("ven they were old enough to know that 

t, begun they had once been in the arms of Him 

7 who was their Creator, their God and 

Wy Sayior? If they were Christians, their 
oth notiaiy lings must have Leen joyful and awful 
beyond description. What little child 

does not wish that he had been one whom 

GIRL, the Savior so kindly took into His arms 

go a fi md blessed? Little children, though 











youcannot see Him, the Savior is ready 
totake you all into His arms and bless 
you, as he did the little Jewish children, 
nearly two thousand years ago.— Southern 
Churchman. 















































ALLAN AND JAMIE. 
“Need I say my prayers to-night, 
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kiss; ‘I’m so sleepy, mamma.” 
Too sleepy to thank God for taking 























jou were crossing the brook “on the log, 
>” 


to-day 
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mother’s room. 























‘ er in an old 






























































a suit of little boy’s clothes. 
















































these ” 
howe thirty years, Allen 












‘Brave, loving, noble girl! Her 
deserves to be written on the roll of 
arid heroines, while her example of 


if you admire the conduct of 


+“ 


Thirty years, ! Why, 
roe were they vo long ago?” 
“Yes,” ted the old lady, more as if 


speaking to herself than to Allan, “ thirty 
years since that sad day, when the bright 
waters closed over my Jamie. Yes, I re- 
member all about it, as if it were yester- 
day—how they brought him into this 
very room, and laid him on my lap in this 
very chair—how still and cold he was! 
They said he had fallen from the log while 
crossing the brook. His fair curls were 
wet, and tangled with gravel and weeds ; 
his clothes were torn by the stones: yet 
how beautiful he was, though his blue 
eyes were closed, and the color gone from 


And what was the consequence? What 
immediately happened ? 

And straightway she arose and walked. 

Wonderful! two little words only ! and 
instantly—in a moment—her heart which 
had ceased its motions began to’ beat—in 
a moment—the blood rushed again toher 
pallid face—her body which was cold as 
the marble statue, was warm, like yours, 
with life and health. Wonderful! chil- 
dren—those limbs that had been withered 
by disease, and paralyzed by death, re- 
sumed in an instant their wonted action, 
and the child not only lived and breathed, 
but arose and walked ! 


his lips! He was eight years old the day 
before.” 

“I shall be eight next week,” whis- 
pered Allan. 


him on my knee—and here they have 
|rested thirty years. Thirty years m 
Jamie has been in heaven; and I shall 
soon go to him, though he shall not return 
to me,’ said grandmamma, raising her 
eyes. 

“Come, Allan,” said his mamma, speak- 
ing very softly, “‘say good-night to grand- 
mamma.” Allan kissed her cheek, and 
looking once more at the little old clothes, 
went out gently, and on tip-toe. 

*“ O dear mamma !” said he, whenhe was 
in his own room again, * was Jamie really 
your brother ?” 

“Yes, Allan, he was two years older 
than I, and the only brother I ever had. 
My heart was almost broken when he 
died.” 

‘‘Mamma,” whispered Allan, “ why did 
God keep me from drowning, and not lit- 
tle Jamie ?” 

“ Perhaps, my dear, he saw that Jamie 
was better prepared for heaven than my 
Allan is. He was always a sweet, obedi- 
ent child, and loved nothing so much as 
to hear of the blessed Savior.” 

“Oh!” said Allan, ‘1 am sure he was 
never so wicked as I have been to-night. 
T was very proud because I thought I 
saved myself from falling off the log ; and 
I didn’t want to think it was God who 
took care of me.” — Standard Bearer. 


**T took the clothes from my darling— 
the little wet clothes in which they laid | 


And how did they feel who were pre- 
sent? those who a moment before were so 
certain of her death that they laughed 
him to scorn? 

‘ They were astonished with great as- 
tonishment.’ 

No wénder that they were astonished ! 
Suppose, children, while you were stand- 
ing about the bed of that little child that 
you say you beheld and touched, the door 
had opened and some one had entered, 
and said to the pale, cold, stiffened body 
over which you, perhaps, was weeping, 
Dameel, arise, and straightway she had 
arose and walked—would you not have 
been astonished also, with a great aston- 
ishment ? 

Such is the substance of the touching 
and beautiful story contained in the les- 
son. And now, children, what does your 
visit to the death-bed of Jairus’ little 
daughter teach yeu? 

It teaches the same truth that the heal- 
ing of the withered hand, the stilling of 
the tempest, and the converting of water 
into wine taught you, that Jesus, the best 
friend of holy children, is an omnipotent 
Savior, able to do all things for them that 
he loves. It teaches that Jesus is the 
Resurrection and the Life. 

Children, you all know that ere long 
you must be like the little daughter ot 
Jairus—that your bodies will be stretched 
upon the bed of death—that your limbs 





ttamma ?”’ said Allan to his mother, when 
the'came to his room to give him his good 


tare of you all day, Allan! Who kept you 
fom falling, when your foot slipped while 


~“O mamma! do you suppose such a 
ig boy as I am, can’t keep himself from 

ig, just because his foot happens to 
tlip? Allan said this very contemptuous- 
Iadding: “I hope I’m strong enough 
tohold myself up—now I’m almost eight 
Years, 


»‘Allan, come with me ;”’ said his moth- 
@) And she led the way to his grand- 
Here Allan’s mother 
Vhispered a few words to a sweet looking 
tld lady, who arose, and taking a bunch 
ofkeys from her pocket, gently unlocked 
fashioned bureau. 
mma’s hand trembled as she soft- 

ly lifted from the drawer a parcel wrapped 
UW very carefully in a white towel. Seat- 
lf in a large arm-chair, she called 

to her side, and commenced re- 
ge aa the pins, one by one, from 
‘Metowel. Allan’s curiosity began to be 
Mich excited. What could itbe? Now 
parcel is opened, and Allan is rather 

i to see nothing more wonder- 


Worn and patched, and old-fasioned 
are; the once bright buttons dim 
“thd dusty ; certainly there wes no beauty 
in them; yet grandmamma wiped the 
pet her eyes, a8 she tenderly 
id the folds of the little garments. 
a was very soft and sweet when| 

said : 


“These little clothes have lain bere 


like hers will be motionless and cold, and 
that your friends will be obliged to re- 
move you to the house appointed for all 
the living. 
I visited a place the other day, which 
was a few years since a grave-yard—and 
a very few years since. I have myself 
seen many bodies placed there whom I 
once knew. They are digging up this 
ground for the purpose of erecting a na- 
tional building, and I saw all that is left 
of many hundred men. You would be 
surprised to see what a small space is now 
sufficient to hold them. Two bushel bas- 
kets contained the dust of all of them. It 
will be just so a few years hence of you. 
But what consequence? Your visit to 
this child’s dying room has shed a bright 
light about these sad memorials of death 
and the grave. You have seen in the 
chamber, Jesus, the Resurrection and the 
Life. What if your bodies must be turn- 
ed into a little mess of dust and ashes >— 
He who while on earth, could say to the 
pale, cold, dead form of Jairus’ daughter, 
Damsel, arise, and straightway it arose 
and walked, will say to the small dust of 
your bodies also, Arise! and they shall 
come forth again in new beauty and glory, 
to die no more. 

Such are the great truths taught by this 
lesson. 


HOW AN INDIAN CHILD DIED. 

A little Indian child, three years old, 
was taken sick. He called his father and 
said : 

‘ Father, I am going to God,’ repeating 
it several times. 

The Indian mother had made the child a 
little basket, a spoon, and tray, with 
which he had been greatly pleased. When 
he was in great pain, they brought these 
things to him, to turn away his thoughts 
from his sufferings ; but he took each of 
them and put it away, and said: ‘I will 
leave my basket, for 1 am going to God. 
I will leave my spoon and my tray, for I 
am going to God.’— Well Spring. 





OHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





For the Companion. 


QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS FOR 
*QUR PETS.” 
JAIRUS? DAUGHTER. 
Last week we followed Jesus to the house of Jairus, 
and there we saw the dead body of the Ruler’s daughter 
cold and motionless. Now we will continue our questions 
and answers. 


And. why was she not carried to the 
house appointed forall the living? Why 
was not this dead body of Jairus’ daugh- 
ter buried in the tomb, like that one that 
you followed there? There can be no 
doubt that she was really dead. Think 
you the bystanders would have laughed 
Jesus to scorn, when he said, ‘ She sleep- 
eth,’ if she had not been really dead? 
When you was looking at the dead body 
of the little child that you once followed 
to the grave, had you any doubt that she 
was really dead? She looked just as if 
she was asleep. Suppose any one had 
told you she was not dead, but sleeping ? 
Children, the Jesus that stood’ about the 
death-bed of Jairus’ daughter, knew as 
well as you did that she was really dead. 
Why then was she not buried? Who re- 
called the spark of life again to her cold, 





LITTLE ADA. 


The day has gone. The golden sun 
Has sunk below the west ; 

The cows, the sheep, the little lambs, 
Have sought their nightly rest. 


The little birds have sung their hymns, 
And safely stowed away : 

In their soft nests, they'll early wake 
To sing their morning lay. 

The stars, the pretty, shining stars, 
With their bright twinkling eyes, 

Just waking from their day-long sleep, 
Are in the deep blue skies. 


Within her chawber, small and neat, 
A dim light shining there, 
Beside her little snow-white bed, 
Sweet Ada knelt in prayer. 


She prayed that God would please forgive 
All wrong she’d done that day, 

And wash her in the Savior’s blood, 
And take her sins away. 


% She prayed that he would help her 
stiffened body ? To wares golden rule, pak 
Jesus. That so she might be kind to all 


Her little mates at school. 

She prayed that she might seek to please 
Her parents, good and kind. 

And that in all they bid her do 
She cheerfully should mind. 

Then, ‘ Now I lay me down to sleep,’ 


Yes, children, this is the wonderful fact 
of this lesson,—at this moment of despair, 
when the last breath had left her body, 
and her beautiful features were stiffened 
in death, when her afflicted parents were 


weeping and wailing for their departed Her closing prayer she said, 

child, Jesus entered the mourning cham- ans na elrree ge 

ber: And what did he do ‘and say ? And kind angels kept their watch 
He tok er by the'hard,‘and said tinto| © Atound her peaceful bed. 


her—Damseel, I say unto thee arise. That 
was all, children. He merely spoke two 
little words, Demeel, arise. { 


Man creates more discontent to himself 
than is ever occasioned by others. 
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Little Children in Heaven, 
BY A. C. THOMPSON, 


Author of the “ The Bet'er Land.” 18mo., flexible cloth, 
30c ; flexible cloth, gilt, 3lc ; buards, full gilt, 4c. 





“ My beloved has gone down into his garden tu gather 
lilies.” —~ong of solomon. 

Contents :—l—The Garden, whoee is it? 2—What 
the Beloved is doing. 3—What does the Beloved gather? 
4—The period of gathering. 5—Who gathere them. 6— 
How does he rather them? 7—W. ither are they taken? 
8—Why does he gather them? 9—A future gathering. 


“ A pretty little hook on a beautiful subject, charming- 
ingly treated.”—Philade!p' ia Presbyterian. 

** Those read it will find in the few tinv passages 
exactly the drop of comfort which the case adwmits.””— 
Christian Register. 

“Though written in prose, it contains the spirit of 
true poetry.””— Phila. Christian Observer, 

His words bear the deep imprints of personal experi- 


—Watchman and Reflector 

“A delicate and touching little book.’’—Christian 
Chron. 

*Redolent of the fragrance and purity of the sweet 
flower chosen for its title.”"—Salem Gazette. 

* In almost every household such a little volume as this 
will meet with a tender welcome.’’—N. Y. Evangelist. 


NEW MUSIC BOOK FOR SABI ATH 
SCHOOLS. 


THE GOLDEN HARP; 


A collection of Hymns, Tunes, Chants, Duets, Trios: 
Short and Easy Anthems, &. fur Sabbath Schoois, Social 
pemeeg = and the Home Circle. By L. O. EmBason> 
Author of the “ The Golden Wreath.” 

This new and valuable work for Sabbath Schools con- 
tains Five * undred Hymns, Tanes & Select 
Pieces, for Anniversaries, Death of a Scholar or Teach- 
er, Monthly Concerts, Sunday School Celebraiions, Pic- 
Nics, and other Special Occasions. The Tunes and 
Aymns have been chosen with special regard to Purity, 
8 nd Simplici The L ° i - 





> a a 2 
lection is its admirable blending of favorite well known 
tunes and New Music hitherto unknown in Sabbath 
Scools. 2 cents single; postage free ;—$2,50 per dozen. 


Published by Oliver Ditson & Co., Boston. 


21—3w 
‘PHORE in pursuit of Boys’ Clothing, will find at 
the OLD STAND, and original Boys’ Clothing Store, 
No. 4 Brattle Street, a L: = and better assorted Stock 
of Ready Made Garments for Boys, than can be found 
in any stor: in this country. 
The fashions for the spring are now ready for ex- 
amination, and purchass rs will find the prices to corres- 
pond with the times. Every desirable style of Goods in 
the piece ean be found, as usual, which will be made up 
into garments for any one desiring it. 


J. WALTER READ, 


No. 4 Brattle, near Court Street. 
21—3m 


MAY AND JUNE, 1858. 


NEW JUVENILE BOOKSTORE. 
Ww": P. TEWKSBURY, 362 Washington Street, Bostor 

thankful for the patronage of the last TWELVB 
YEARS, would invite attention to a much enlarged and im- 
proved store at bis OLD STAND, where he offers every 
thing in the line of 


BOOKS AND 8TATIONERY, 


At Wholesale or Retail, on the most Reasonable Terms. 
Particular and constant pains taken in the supply of 
School Books and School Stationery 
Wits 
JUVENILE AND TOY BOOKS, GAMES, &. 
In greater variety than an be found anywhere else 
tf 


ATTENTION, LITTLE FOLKS!!! 


book ealled ** Golden Hours,”’ for good ci ildren. 
The attention of those wishing to replenieh their Sab 
bath School Libraries, is respectfully called to our list o 


adapted to that purpose. 
PHILLIPS, SAMPSON, & CO., 
20—3w 13 Winter Street, Boston. 





B. G. MORRIS, 

GENERAL BOOK-BINDER AND 
Account Book Manufacturcr. 
Rooms Nos. 15 and 16 M. M. Ballou’s Publishing Howse 
Winter Street, Boston. 
ur ete and Ornamental Bindings of every description 

in Ancient and Modern Designs, executed with neat 


neatly repaired and bound to order, 
and Marbling for the Trade. 
to gilding Letter and Note Paper, . Estimates ten 
dered to Authors and Publishers, Foreign Books Let. 
tered and Accented in the Neatest style. 

N 
on the most Reasonable Terms. 





FREE ENTERTAINMENT FOR THE 
YOUNG, 


and Saturday afternoons, at 444 
Boston, where may be seen SQUARE, GRAND, PAR 
LOR, GRAND, ORTHEDN, and UPR'GHT GRAND 
PIANO-FORTE On Exuis. TION, on For Save. 
T. GILBERT & CO. 
19—6m 


Sree | 


ence. and will find an immediate response from others.”’ | 


PHILLIPS, SAMPSON & CO,, BOSTON, 


UBLISH the most interesting books for you, of any 
Publishers, among which are The Rollo Books, by 
Jacos AnBoTt, also the New Rollo Story Books, Vivlet, 
Minnie & Daisy, ail charming Faity Stories. Aunty Won- 
derfulis Stories illustrated, and an elegantly illustrated 


publications, as they embrace many books especially 


ness and despatch. Music, Periodicals, and old tooks 
Book Edge Gilding 
Particular attention given 


Gentlemen’s Libraries Repaired and Cleaned 
5 20—ly 


HE Subscribers cordially invite all who wish to see, 
or play upon their piano-fortes, to visit their Ware- 
rooms, whenever they wish, particularly on Wednesday 
A:HEINOTON Street, 





® D& H. W. SMITH, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 
MELODEONS, ORGAN MEL(DEONS 
—aND— 
PEDAL BASS MELODEONS. 
ot the Mase. Charitabie ‘over all competitors, oo tn Fs ~ 
tional Fair, bok pene ag og 


| C., also at the Uhiv Siaie 
| Fair, held at Colum! 
, By means of a new method of Voicing known only to 





was awarded to the Manu- 
facturers, 
| » they have removing the harsh 
| and buzzing sound which formerly characterized the in- 
is . rendering the tones full, clear, and organ- 
like. The action is prom reliable, enabling the 
rformer to execute the most rapid music without blur 


i Ee the tones, The swell is arranged to give great ex- 
pression. 


| 
| THE PEDAL BASS MELODEONS 
\ 
| 





Are designed particularly for Churches, Lodges, Hulls, 
&e. Itis arranged with two manus or banks of Kes, 
{ the lowerset runing an vctave higner than the other, 
and may be used separately, aud thus get In ove case two 
| distinct instrum-nts+ or, by use of the coupler, the two 
| banks of keys may be played at the same time by ure of 
} the “ront set only. This convecte- withthe Pedal Bas-, 
will produce the effect of a large organ, and is enfliciently 
| heavy to fill a house that seats from 1000 to 1500 persone. 


| THE ORGAN MELODEON 


} Is Cesigned for parlor and private use. The construction 
| is similar to the Church instrument, being arranged with 
| two banks of Keys, and when used together, by weans of 
the coupler, is capable of as great volume of power ar the 
Church {nstrument, when used witho..t the Pedals 
Also, every variety of MELUDEONS for Parlor use. 
Purchasers may rely upou Instruments from onr Mapu- 
| factory beine made in the most complete and thorough 
maoner. Having removed to the spacious building, 5i1 
WASHINGTON STREET, we have every facility for 
| manufacturing purposes, and employ none but the ast 
| experienced and skillful workmen. 
| nu short, we promise our customers an Instrument 
| equal if not superior to any Manufacturer, and guaran- 
| tee ENTIRE AND PEKFECT SATISFACTION. 
Musie Teachers, Leaders of Choirs, and others interest- 
| ed in musival matters, are respectfully invited to visit our 
| Rooms at any time, and examine or test the Instrumente 
| on exhibition for sale, at their pleasure. 

Asa still further guarante: to the public as to the ex- 
cellence of the MELODEONS from our manufactory, we 
beg leave to refer, by permission, to the following Piano- 
forte Manufacturers in Boston, who have examined our 
Instrumente, and will give their opinion when called upon: 
CHMLOKERING & SONS A. W. LADD & CO. 
HALLETT &CUMSTON. GEORGE HEWS. 

T. GILBERT & CO. WOODWARD & BROWN. 
WILLIAM P. EMERSON. NEWELL & CO. 


MELODEONS RENTED. 


Persons who wish to hire Melodeons with a view of 
purchasing at the end of the year, can have the rent 
credited as part payment of the purchase money. This 
matter is worthy vf special note, as it enables those who 
desire a fair test of the instrument before purchasing to 
obtain it at the expense of the manufacturers, to the ex- 
tent of at least a year’s rent. 

Orders from any part of the country or world, sent di- 
rect to the aanaiactery in Boston, with cash or satisfae- 
tory reterence, will be promptly attended to, and as 
faithfully executed as if the parties were present, or em- 
ployed an agent to select, and on as reasonable terms. 


PRICE LIST. 


Scroll legs, 4 1-2 octave 
Scroll legs, 5 octave.... 
Piano style, 5 octave 
Piano style, extra finish, 5 
Piano style, carved leg... 
Piano style, two sets of Re 
Piano style, 6 octave.. 
Organ Melodeon.....,... 
Organ Melodeon, extra finis eee 
Pedal Bass Melodeon.....seeneseeee0+-275 
Letters, certificates and notices from the Press, from 
all parte of the world, may also be seen at our salesroom. 
Descriptive circulars sent free to any address. 


8. D. & H. W. SMITH, 


511 WASHINGTON 8TREET, BOSTON. 
Near Boylst n Market. 18—ly 
















BURNETT’S KALLISTON, 

& For removing Tan, Sunburn, Freckles, Redness 
and Eruptions of the Skin, 

TESTIMONIAL. 
Mar.poro’, July 11, 1856. 

Messrs. JosepH Burnett & Co. : Gents: The package 
of Kalliston came to hand last evening, and I am glad to 
have an opportunity to state to you how much we value it. 
My family have used it almust daily for more than two 
years, and now they think they cannot do withont it, 

A single application has repeatedly removed the freckles 
from the face of my little boy, leaving his skin smooth and 
fair. And in all cases of sunburn or irritation of the skin, 
from whatever cause, it has thus far proved itself a per 
feet and very pleasant remedy. 

I can, if you desire it, refer 


ua to several cases of ob- 
stinate cutuneous disease, in which I know the Kali‘sten 
has had a wonderfully good effect ; one in particular, the 
daughter of Mr. P——, one of my neighbors, had suffered 
for many yeare from eruptions and painful inflammation 
of the skin, (probably the effect of bad vaccine virus,) 
leaving it in several places puckered and quite red. A 
few weeks ago I recommended to him your Kalliston. He 
has-since informed me that the effect of its use has been 
very marked and beneficial, that the skin has become soft 
and smooth, aud the inflammaticn and redness has near! 

disappeared. This is an important case, and I will tel 
you more about it when I see 


you. 
f) 1 owe it to you to state that i did not believe in the ef- 


ficacy of any cosmetic until tried your Kallisten, and I 
h lly give my i y in its favor. 

Yours respectf Jly, J, M, BOYD. 
JOSEPH BURNETT & CO., Boston, and 

Druggists. 19—Imo. 





Prepared b: 
for sale by al, 








FOR CHURCHES PARLORS AND VES8- 
TRIES! 
FIRST PRIZE GOLD AND SILVER MEDAL. 
Melodeons and Harmoniums, 
TEN DIFFERENT STYLES, FROM $60 TO $409. 


ded to be to all others, by Dr. 
Lowe. Mason, THaLBeRa, Wa. Mason, &. Awarded 
the frst prize at every fair in which exhibited. Un 
equalled in Equality, Power, and Sweetness of Tone, 
Promptness of Action, or Style of Finish : 

The Ce'ebrated Organ Harmoniams, patented 
and made only by the subseribers ; with eight stops, five 
sets of Reeds, two banks of Keys, Swe’ al and in e- 
pendent Pedal Bass,—containing two full octaves of 
pedals. Recommended by the most distinguished Mu- 
sicians and Organists to be superior to Pipe Organs of at 
Jeast double their cost! 

Prices of Organ Harmoniums, $350 and $400. 

HARMONIUMS, with Six stops, three sets 
and ove bank of Keys,—in black waln' 





‘of Reeds, 
ut case. ice, 


ORGAN MELODEONS,—with two sets of Reeds, three 
Stops, and two banks of Keys,—in Toeewood case. Price 


MELODEONS 
Prices $60 to 


, 


,—with one and two sets of Reeds 
$150. 





BOSTON 

MERCANTILE ACADEMY, 
Mercantile Buildiag, 16 Summer Street 
R instruction in‘ he common English studies, Penman 
ship, Book-keeping, boca ig” Lauguag 


en, 





Elegant illustrated Pamphlets (32 pp., 8vo.) sent by mail 
Address, 


MASON & HAMLIN, 


1—6m BOSTON, MASS. 





BROWN’S BRONCHIAL TROCHES. 


wing, under the p ge o Je Library bch eo COUGH and VOICE LOZENGES, allowed to 
Association. Rooms open day and evening. Terms mo- dissolve in the mouth, have a different influence to the 
derate. Students assisted in obtaining board, employ- | affected parts, giving instant relief in bronchitis, asthma, 
at, B. Hanarorp, A. M., and J, eo | coughs, colds, ona the various throat affections to which 
ine . 


Public Speakers and Singers 





FRECKLES! 


the skin to the air or sun 


is called freckles or tan. if 





&r FRECKLES.—Of all the effects that exposure of 
juces, the most disagreeable 


are liable, to whom hen Mal be found invaluable ; also 
for Clearing and giving er to the Voice. 


From the National Era, Washington. 











spread over the sur- 
face of the parts exposed, it is called tan; if scattered at | _ We so far depart from our custom as to say of Brown’s 
intervals, freckles, The fi ins are most subject to Bronchial Troches, that we have seen them and find 
Nett & O., Bootes cetsine'spoeclaty crane pre | ae — 
x ea larly erasive pro- 
perty which will remove: these disagreeable staivs. It is | Rrons Hion’a Herald, 
at the same time perfectly ha: plays: ol) tyadenty Having found Brown's Bronchial Troches beneficia! in 
to inflammation, and renders the complexion clear and a diseased state of the throat, we do our clerical brethren 
beautiful. a real favor in caliing oe to them. 
Pephle by oli: denleemyag Cty alehGs, get bitein | ‘Bola by all at 25 cents 
mo. : 


ry per box. The large 
50 cents box is the cheapest. 53—Gu 
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YOUTH'S 


BOSTON, MAY 27, 1858. 











appear, and ing as they do such 
perf evidence, not only of the intelligence 
THE BEST KNOWLEDGE. and affection of the robin, bat of the acute sen- 


A very learned man (Selden,) when 
die, called his family around him, and 
them— My dear children, I have spent my 
whole life in trying to learn every thing that 
was worth knowing. Much of it has been of 
use, but much more was not worth the getting ; 
and now that I am aboot to leave the world, of 
all that I have learned, nothing gives me so 
rouch comfort as the little sentence, “Jesus 
Christ came into the world to save sinners,” | 
would rather be ignorant of everything else, 
than of this short saying” 

Little reader, it will be so with you too when 
you come to die. Then seek to this great 
trath in your heart, and let it tell daily upon 
your life.— Reaper. 

There is another truth connected with this, 
which should also be known and felt, in order 
to secure the salvation of the soul, namely, 
“ He that believeth in Uhrist shall be saved,”— 
and this truth must be not only in the head, 
but in the heart also. If thou shalt confess 
with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt be- 
lieve in thine heart that God hath raised him 
from the dead, thou shalt be saved. Rom. 10: 
9. Evidence may convince the understanding, 
but in addition to this, the heart must place the 
most affectionate confidence in the Savior, in 
order to secure the salvation of the soul. Make 
sure of this vital truth. 


about to 
said to 


A WISE RULE. 

Among the lessons taught by Bishop Soule 
to the preachers, is the following, which we 
heard him, says the New Orleans Advocate, 
utter at the Alabama Conference, as a preven- 
tive against all embarrassment growing out of 
debt, It even defines the limits of safe specu- 
lation ; and if observed by business men, would 
take the edge off of panics: ‘ Brethren, my 
rule is this, and I advise you to geet it: 
Never owe any more than you are able to pay, 
and allow no man to owe you more than you 
are able to lose.’ 

This rule is good for the practice not only of 
preachers but of hearers, and also many others 
who never hear the gospel. A dificiency of 
such honesty has brought T'uckerman to his 
dismal doom of twenty-one years hard labor in 
the Connecticut State Prison, after having con- 
fessed himself guilty of four cases of robbing 
the mail. Beware, young men, of spending 
other people’s money ! Ww. 





VARIETY. 


TRUE STORY OF A BOBIN. 

Here is astriking instance of affection and 
sensibility displayed by a robin, which we can 
vouch to be authentic : 

‘The servant of a Jady residing at the north 
part of Brighton, whilst occupied one day in 
the scullery, was startled by a noise, which at 
first, was supposed to be occasioned by a 
mouse ; but, on examination of the various pots 
and pans in the place, she at length discovered 
the true origin of the disturbance. It wasa 

oung robin, which had found its way into a 
Bright copper coal-scuttle. She succeeded in 
capturing it, and took it into the parlor to her 
mistress, where it soon made itself quite at 
home, and ate the sopped bread which was 
placed on its little beak. 

fn a short time it was quite happy in its com- 
fortable quarters; but, as some of its habits 
were not quite consistent with the cleanliness 
of a lady’s sitting-room, and the lady had no 
wish to confine it to a cage, full opportunity 
was given to the little stranger to recover its 
liberty, by the window being thrown open. Of 
this opportunity, however, the robin only avail- 
ed itself to a certain extent—that is, it would 
fly out, but invariably return at a certain hour 
of the day, and its practice was then to perch 
upon 4 certain flounce of the lady’s dress, and | 
then, looking into its mistress’s face, it would | 
pour forth its cheerful little song. 

This went on for some time, until, one after- 
noon, when the robin was in its accustomed 
place, a friend called, who wished the lady to 
accompany her for a walk, and then came the 

uestion, what was to be done with the robin ? 

here it was, on its favorite flounce, and the 
lady was a prisoner until it flew off. It had not 
yet sung its song, but its mistress, anxious to 
Join her visitor, at last took up a handkerchief, 
and, waving it, said, 

* You must go now, Bobby. Good-bye.’ 

The bird took the hint immediately, and flew 
out of the window, On the following day its 
coming was looked for at the accustomed hour 
as a matter of course, and the window was left 
open as usual, But no robin came, Another 
and another day passed, and no robin, until at 
last it was given up for lost, to the infinite re- 
gret of the ludy, and the great indignation of 
the old servant, who, sympathizing with the 
bird, said, 

Of course Missus couldn't expect Bobby to 
return after being treated in such a manner.’ 

There was, however, no help for it. Every 

tion would have been made, and apology 
of that could heal the wound inflicted 





song as loudly 
he again took 
the lady has never seen the bird. 


sibility of the bird ; its almost human 


‘ 
appearance of an act of unkindness.—Brighton 
Guar. 


story, which should warn all to beware how 
they deal with careless druggists : 


at a Main street apothecary’s by an experienced 
clerk, for a young lady residing on Fourth 
street, and sent home. 
after, the regular prescription clerk called, and 
was putting up the bottles, when he observed a 
jar of strychnine in the place of some harmless 
preparation, and cal 
young man who had put up the medicine turn- 
ed pale as death when the discovery was made, 
and said, 


——, on Fourth street.’ 


great probability was that the poison had been 
already taken; but the clerk, determined to 
make an effort, seized his hat and rushed fran- 
tically through the street, until he came to the 
house, and without waiting toring the bell, ran 


alarmed at his manner; but as he told her life 
and death depended upon knowing immediate- 
ly, she pointed to the door from which she had 
just issued. He entered unbidden, and just as 
the young lady’s mother was about to adminis- 
ter one of the powders, which was prepared in 
a spoon, nearly at her daughter’s lips. 


ed both ladies ; and the spoon fell upon the 
bed, and the daughter’s. already pallid cheek 


robe. 
a few wor 


the tragedy was extinguished in the light of 
joy at the providential escape. 


ever; and, haying finished it, 
fight. And from that moment 


We can vouch for these’ facts, singular as 
— of 
ad the 


taking to heart’ and resenting what 





A THRILLING SCENE. 
The Cincinnati Enquirer tells the following 


A prescription was prepared the other day, 


thirty minutes 
attention to it. The 


‘Great God, I have just sent that to Mr. 


Not a moment was to be lost, and indeed a 


up stairs and asked where Miss ——’s room 
was, of a lady he met in the hall. She was 


‘Hold, for God’s sake, madam! That is 

ison! Give it to your daughter, and you are 
er murderess 

The wildness of the clerk’s manner frighten- 


bleached until it was colorless as her night 


The druggist was thought to be insane, but 
is of explanation revealed all, and 


druggist returned, and relieved the 
clerk from his awful suspense, by telling him 
of the happy result of his errand, when the 
clerk swooned away. This little sketch, though 
it may seem dramatical, is a simple transcript 
of an occurrence that exposes a glimpse of the 
* inner life, of a drug store. 





SABBATH-BREAKING AND CRIME. 


The experienced Chaplain of the Govern- 
ment Model Prison, London, the Rev. Joseph 
Kingswell, bears the following testimony to the 
connection between Sabbath desecration and 
crime: 

‘The influence of the Sabbath upon public 
morals is attested by the every-day experience 
of persons in my peculiar position. We are 
called to minister in a prison to few but Sabbath- 
breakers. The fourth commandment is united 
closely, not only with the precepts which relate 
to God, but with those which refer to man.— 
The connection between voluntary Sabbath- 
breaking and filial disobedi for i » 
is strongly marked; and little Jess so with un- 
chastity and dishonesty. The young person 
who casts off the fear of God, pays Fittle re- 
speet to parental authority, and, of course, little 
to any other; and dissipation creating wants 
beyond means, parents and employers are pil- 
fered from, and a career of ruin is begun, as 
costly to the State as it is destructive to the 
happiness of individuals and families. “The 
usual process,” said the late Chaplain of the 
Clerkenwell Goal, (speaking of the descent 
into crime of about 100,000 prisoners,) “has 
been impatience of parental restraint, violation 
of the Sabbath, onl the neglect of religious 
ordinances, 1 do not recollect a single case of 
capital offence, where the party has not been a 
Sabbath-breaker. Indeed, I may say, in refer- 
ence to the prisoners of all classes, that in 
nineteen cases out of twenty, they are persons 
who have not only neglected the Sabbath, but 
all religious ordinances.” This accords with 
the results of my own observation.’ 





nce, 





THE YORKSHIRE STAPLER AND 
SCOTCH LASS. 

A short time ago, two gentlemen from York- 
shire, engaged in the wool trade, called at the 
house of a respectable farmer on the Berwick- 
shire side of the Tweed ; and having rapped at 
the door, it was promptly answered by a bloom- 
ing lass of two-and-twenty, who turned out to 
be the farmer’s danghter. In reply to the in- 
terrogatory, ‘Is Mr. —— within?’ the lass in- 
formed the gentlemen that her father and 
mother had gone to Dunse. 

* Then, hinny,’ said the Yorkshiremen, ‘ can 
you tell us if your father has di d of his 





and secure the thief in case he should return, 
concealed himself with a among. the 
weeds. A strapping Highlander, velong as to 
the British grenadiers, came, and having filled 


nanet 
held in 


I once. saw, says a writer im Household 
ords, a Siamese woman sitting on the lowest 


a landing. e, while, by.a girdle,.she 
the water her infant a few , months old, 


THE MASSACHUSETTS 8. 8. Socmmry 

Sarees etiun 
ay th 

books. Among these are the following :— 
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of more than thousand ay 
veral new one 


"= a 


a large bag, threw it over his shoulder; the |splashingand kicking about with evident en- Lg ma yh ae ee et Life. by 
boy a iadt-eaptae softly behind |joyment” Were not these people éxpert swin-| thr frvud Gisl ittaed’ Alice Lesage ts 
him, and called out to the.fellow, mers, many lives would be lost, for’ the’ tide| Letters te Young Communicants, Deauearas tain 

* You are my face p.t ff Yop, eibemmet. to. pet flows) so swiftly that it needs the greatest skill | gravings. Price 50 cents. baal) 
your bag down, I will shoot you dead; go for-|and care to prevent the boats running foul of| This is an intensely interesting book, Which everybeg 
ward in that road.’ one another ; and, of course, they are frequent- | Should read. 


The boy kept close’ behind him, and was 
constantly prepared to execute his threats.— 
Thus the boy drove him into the American 
camp, where he was secured. Whenthe gren- 
adier was at liberty to throw down his bag, and 
saw who made him prisoner, he was extremely 
mortified, and exclaimed, 

‘A British grenadier made prisoner by such 
a brat! 

The American officers were highly -enter- 
tained with the adventure, made a collection 
for the boy, and gave him several pounds. He 
returned fully satisfied for the losseshis mother 
had sustained. The soldier had side arms, but 
they were of no use, as he could not get rid of 
his bag.— Revolutionary Anecdote. 





GOD IN THE STORM. 

* Did you hear the storm last night, my child, 
As it burst o’er the midnight sky, 

When the thunder rattled loud and wild, 
And the lightning flickered by 7 

‘I heard no tempest, mother mine— 
I was buried in slumber sweet ; 

Dreaming I stood in the soft moonshine, 
With flowers about my feet.’ 


*Can it be, my child, that you did not hear 
The rvar of the tempest’s breath, 

As it scattered the rent leaves far and near 
In many an eddying wreath ” 

*No, mother, my happy sleep was full 
Of gentle and holy things— 

Shapes that were graceful and beautiful, 
And the music of angel’s wings.’ 


* Yet the storm was loud, my darling child— 
There was death on the hurrying blast ; 

And vapors dark overhead were piled, 
As the hoarse wind bellowed past.’ 

‘I thought not of clouds, my mother dear, 
When | rose from my nurse’s knee : 

You taught me that God was forever near, 
So what danger could I see ” 


‘I taught you well, my sweetest one ; 
Yet my own weak spirit quailed, 

As the midnight blast rolled madly on, 
And the moon’s calin lustre failed.’ 

‘ Were you wrong, then, mother, when you said 
‘That God’s eye turned not away, 

But in darkness watched about my head 
As it did on my path by day 7 

‘Lam rebuked! was the meek reply, 
As the mother bent her knee ; 

* On the lips of babes may a lesson lie— 
I have learnt one, child, from thee ; 

His wrath, which makes the sinner weep, 
By a guilty conscience vexed, 

Does but deepen the lovely infant’s sleep, 
And rock it to gentle rest. 


And while thunders hoarsely peal around, 
Speaking woe to the worldling’s ear, 
The Lord in his mercy stills their sound, 
When innocence is neer: 

And while his living fire appals 
The guilty here below, 

The shadow of the Savior falls 
On childhood’s sleeping brow.’ 


A SHEPHERD’S DOG. 

A friend of ours who owns a large ranch and 
several hundred head of sheep, is the fortunate | 
possessor of one of the best dogs in this State. 
‘The intelligent creature was brought up among 
the sheep, nourished upon ewes’ milk, his whole 


ly upset, 
gig) ran down a small native canoe, containing 


they were all capsized and disap 
were alarmed 

of jumping into their rescue, when they bob- 
bed up; and the lady, with the first breath she 
recovered, poured forth a round volley of abuse. 
‘Thus relieved in her mind, she coolly righted 
her canoe—which had been floating bottom up- 
wards—ladled out some of the water, and bun- 


ing with ming] 


he divulged his secret, which was this: When 
the proper charge of powder was ready, a little | 


hind the ball, it would only carry about twenty 
yards. Cannon loaded in this way, and fired 
against thin pine boards, at a distance of 
twelve or fifteen yards, make no impression. 


trivial charge against a fellow emigrant from 
the Green Isle, and obtained a warrant for his| 
arrest. Yesterday he called upon the Judge 

and said : 


the man is dead and buried, sure, for he died last 
Tuesday, yer Honor.’ 


a large stick, exclaimed, 
‘ 





life being passed with the flock and devoted to 
its defence. He has been taught to open and 
shut the fold into which they are driven at 
night, and he cares for them with all the appa- 
rent thoughtfulness that a human being could 
display. In the morning when the flock is | 
driven to the field, he goes with it, selects 
some commanding place and watches the sheep 
during the whole day, driving up the stragglers, 
and allowing no one but those with whom he 
is acquainted to approach. Should an ewe 
drop a lamb and pass on with the herd without 
noticing it, as she sometimes will, he has been 
known to take it up, and carrying it after her, 
compel her to take care of it; at night, drives 
the sheep into the pen, fastens the door after 
him, oh seating himself in their midst, lays 
there watching all night. In the morn- 
ing, he unfastens the door, drives. out his 
charge to the pasture, and keeps ward and 
watch until night comes. In fact so faithful is 
he, that his master frequently absents himself 
from the ranch, for days together, with perfect 
reliance up his dog to find all safe when he re- 
turns.—California Fireman’s Journal 


A LETTER. 
A schoolmaster at Albany has been sending 
blank circulars to parents, to get authority to 
flog to the extent of his good judgment without 





wool yet ?” 
* I'm sure, sir, I dinna ken what he’s dune 
wi'd, said the lass, 
‘Then do you think he has not sold, hinny ?” 
*O’o, L dinna think he wad sell’d, sir; he 
only had it made wi’ Mr. M., the lawyer of 
Coldstream, twa years sine.’ 
* What do you say, my lass? retorted the 
Yorkshireman. 





upon the bird’s feelings; but, like a slighted 
aver or injured frend ho i aloof. 

And now comes the Bi jar ‘story. 
One ing Be pe who had ow the robin 
was walking by Lcedtaleag Rose-hill terrace, 
erty vs nly she was alarmed and — 
bli y something striki inst her face. 
eng Cay ay haope A po 
by some careless boy ; bat on from 
pen ge oe of the a9 wp sat mane ape 

true perpetrator 
the assault. ona close by, sat 
the robin—her own Bobby, his old 


*I ken he’s made his wull, sir; and I think 
it’s lockit in the drawers.’ 
* Oh, my lass, it’s not his will, it's the stuff 
that grows on the sheep.’ 
* Aye, aye! that’s'the oo, sir.— Berwick Ad- 
vertiser, 


THE BRAVE LITTLE YANKEE. 

It happened, in 1776, that the len of 
widow, which lay between the f athe 
British camps in the neighborhood of New 
tobbed at night. Her 





obtained his mother’s permission to find out 


York, htc 0 sgn f 
son, a mere boy, and small for his age, having| the ri 


P to legal penalties. One of the an- 
swers received was as follows :— 

‘Der Mr. Rarren—Your flogging cirklar 
is duly received. { hope as to my John, you 
will flog him just as offin'as you kin. eas a 
bad boy—is John. Hitho I’ve bin. in habit of 
— him — it once to me he will never 
arn anything—his spellin is outragously de- 
fishment. ‘Wallup him, well, ser, and pm 
receive my thanks. 

*P.'S.—What accounts for John bein sich a 
scolar is that he is my son by my wife’s fust 
husband.’ 

THE SIAMESE, 
oa are addicted to the water.— 
ir act on awakening is to bathe; 
bathe again at eleven o’clock ; they bathe — 

at three, and bathe again about sunset. 
is scarcely an hour in the day when bathers 
may not be seen in all the creeks, even the 


shallowest and muddiest. Bo to in 
ver just as poor Shitdreh go to 
play in the streets. / 








On one occasion our boat (an English-built 


dren. instant sf 
& woman and two littlechi'dren. In an ve = ete. rae 4 a Sent 


, and C. was on the point 


dled in her two children, who had been mean-|THE DAY OF ADVERT URES. By ‘the author o 
while composedly swimming round her, regard- ors Shea? me Veestssugs wine three eee 


fear and curiosity the barba- 








too 


AN IRISHMAN’S REASON. 
A few days since, an Irishman brought some 


‘Yer Honor, has the warrant against Mr. 
Flanaghan been served yit ?” 

‘The Judge replied that he believed not. 

‘Then, yer Honor,’ replied Pat, ‘I niver 
want it served.’ 

‘ Why not ? asked the magistrate. 

‘ Because,’ was the reply, * because, you see, 


A gentleman of the name of Mann, residing 
near a private mad-house, met one of its poor 
inhabitants who had broken from his keeper.— 
The maniac suddenly stopped, and resting upon 


ho are you, sir?” 

The gentleman was rather alarmed; but, 
thinking to divert his attention by a pun, re- 
plied, ‘I am a double man; a Mann by name, 
and @ man by nature.’ 

* Are you so?” rejoined the other; ‘why I 
am a man beside myself, and so we two will 
fight you two.’ 

He then knocked down poor Mann, and ran 
away. 





OUR DEPARTED BABY. 


barre iho ot  Hapry Choise? ¢ Calep 

au ©! app’ oice 

Binuer,”’ and several otter ‘beoks ‘of the Sica 
chapters, 230 pp. 33 cents. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY" NATIVE VILLAGE” j 
Wanderer, with illustrations. 108 pp. 22 cents 2? 

HOME 
li chapters, with two original 
25 cents. 


certify it has done for them; if we can trus 
senses when we see the dangerous atfections of 


enjoys. 
upon the gone f have failed, and been discarded, this 
has gained friends by 

the afflicted they can never forget, and produced cum 





TE reasons aay bod Leona? is given to the GROY- 
if & BAKER mschine, are the following: 
ORDER than any other 
SECOND—It ma 
BAVEL, though every 
THIRD—It sews from two ordinary spools, and thus dl 


trouble of winding thread is avoided, while the same 
Machine can be adapted, at pleasure, by = mere change 


ALL AMA OMS or the Triumph of 
eae 

WILLIS HOWARD ; or, 
bellished with three 


illustrations, » 
Two Secrets well 


H SCHOOLS. 









wom) 
SCENES in the Norwood Family, 
~ engravings. is 


- 


Fo 
































rians who had occasioned the mishap. A FEW LEISURE HOURS. All who love leisure hou, 
Besides having great fondness for the water, oetisnet aiken ee coe SAMOS! 
the Siamese have some other strange ways.— |" Serup Book. For Charlotte and Ellen. Bat” 
Their embassadors were recently presented to storie are just as good for any other children, Mdm Boys, you 
af er endo ae _" wo se hae oe TEN MILB eTones in the Life Journey of Jestlé Pits, [ory of that | 
er. cents. 
themselves on their hands and knees, and in @| WHERE LIES THE FAULT? or, a word to Christa o hundret 
compact body went up the room on all-fours to} Parents. 72 pp. 16 cents, old Engle 
the — he royal gravity was sorely tried MOSES H. SARGENT, Treasured, 
by _ this eeding ; but when the principal! 45 _¢¢ No. 13 Cornhill, Boytog, fered to wor 
auibedeuder, increasing his prostrations, laid |—————— rt BB hould be w 
his chin on the step of the throne, and in that AYER’S CHERRY PECTORAL of t 
attitude commenced to read his: address, the H43,225 been manufactured by & practical , e Mt 
— eee a. The exit — the sil sccuraey and are. Ie ter his own eye, with “ _ - 
Pp p Tetro- | law an q ly can be Pp a 
— movement on all-fours likewise, the am- culate tee Race ap Aepuamiay* seed ;itsupplee te st ee 
assadors keeping their faces always to her monary complaints ; for coughs, colds, hoarsen by a 
ness, 
Majesty. waeugy, weneping sage, bronchitis, incipient justrious ant 
in, r — 
a vansed sing sof the disease. As time tales thee pr honor in 
THE WAY IT Is DONE. Tone fest emery texans ae radu WR cedant of 
In the year 1772, a man in England aston- | of the American peasant to the palaces of Beropeatian It'was a ¢ 
ished the natives, by having a loaded cannon | Throughout this Set cosey  belet We cee 1 h 
fired at him at a distance of ten yards only, and | Proronat is known as the best of all Bo Ing when ¢ 
catching the ball—a nine pounder—in his | ¢ of the ifort and bangs, In many, fore countrieait Plymouth B 
hand. On the payment of a considerable sum | j¢ there is ony Seperdonee on what poner ived in whi 


; ir vessel 
to it: if we can depend on the assurance 


Add 
oa 





one am he amon he al en Wand ai eae any a in i 
we uy an jing, then ‘ 
waddin . rho eed pall a tightl in: when bly proven that ia medicine doce poss the class of di. hip’s comp' 
iz g' ae 5 wh eases it is designed for, beyond any and all other remedies f 
fired the report was as loud as usual, but owing kaown to mankind. Nothing but its intrinsic virtes, [ap the May 
' 7 © heiskatio tonal’ congee  F 
to there being a small quantity of powder be- comes Codie Giwioan Pate Pe og i geen, to offe 


hile many inferior remedies have been 


nd to impl 
prise. 
eck, swept 
pd their hea 
leebly conse 
ere confer! 


every trial, conferred benefits m 
numerous and remarkable to be forgotten. 
Prepared by Dr. J. C. AYER, 
PRACTICAL AND ANALYTICAL CHEMISh 
Lowell, Mass, 
oy sold by all the Druggists everywhere, 





apr SP aOuTe aw Ae: he day.’ 
. PAIN KILLER. Whea th 
LETTERS FROM MISSIONARIES IN BURMAK. jarge hous 
SHwWayYGuyzEN, Burmah, March 6, 1656 hole band 
Mr. P. Davis—Dear Sir: Such is the great demand fr 
the Pain Killer that I write you to send me as soaps mpney set abc 
goose, in addition to what I have hitherto ordered, # 
eee uetiesy we dozen bottles ina box) and a bill fr Mmeottages for 
e same, that-l may give you anorder on the Tyeasuryal . 
the Union to the amount of the same. N. Hamu. nter and 
Hentuapa, Burmah, March 17, 186 half their 
Messrs. P. Davis & Son—Gents: * * * I am » 
gay the last box of Pain Killer sent me has not com months of J 
tohand. The expense of getting the medicine is ‘ 
thing, * these hard times,” but the want of it is of ‘Early i 
more importance. * * * Send me as soon as pap 
another box of the same size, (viz. $50 worth.) T encle ted the 
an order oa the Treasurer of the Missionary Union forthe * 
amoant. Rev. B. E. Taomas, gppring daw1 


Davis’ Pain Killer sold by all medicine dealers. 
45—ly 


ul sunny n 
onth, an I 
triding bol 
ittle villag 
amaze 
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XT EVERY FAMILYc§ 
SHOULD HAVE ONE OF 
GROVER & BAKER'S 
SEWING MACHINES. 


hel 


TRST—It is MORE SIMPLE and EASILY KEPT IN 
machine. 


kes a seam which will not RiP@ 
third stitch is cut. 


He took the cup of life to sip, *PDURTE. The cane Mocking runs silt, tisen Goh MnP 
But bitter ‘twas to drain ; common spool-¢otton, with equal facility. usually acti 
He meekly put it from his lip, fabio ao that it ie free ‘trom lability te’brot'e Pte Englis] 

And went to sleep again. washing, ironing, or otherwise. him 
SIXTH—The stitch made by this Machine is more e Aims¢ 
_ tiful than any other made, either by hand or ™ Beet was en 
A reporter in a Western paper, who was Twenty Patterns to Select From, , ition of a le 

present at a meeting, says: PRICE FROM $75 TO $125. : 

‘Didn't hear Morton's speech. While he| 1, waning remittusces, Deane mace te made hich ther 
was speaking, a poor, forsaken-looking wretch | to 2% GROVER & BAKE e inches 


was trying to get me to give him a dime. Told 





the Order of T 
WING MACHINE COMPANY. 


him I was a newspaper reporter, when his eyes) PRINCIPAL SALES ROOM®&: f—....” 
sank immediately with shame, and he assured | 49 gammer Street, Basten. ning to 
me the first dime he got he would divide with| 495 Broadway, ioe fe epee or beer an: 
me.’ 730 °<Spen treet, . Philadel v4 When ni 





TRUE For once.—A traveller announces as 
a fact (and, though he is a ‘traveller,’ we be- 
lieve him) that he once in his life beheld peo- 
ple ‘minding their own business! This re- 
markable occurrence happened at sea—the pas- 
sengers being ‘too sick’ to attend to each 
other’s concerns. 


t 
ed 


‘ A dandy is a thing that would at 
Be a young lady if he could : 

But since he can’t, does all he can, 
To let you know he’s not a man.’ 





A gentleman having occasion to call upon 
an in found him st home in his Voie 


These beatiful arts, as well as Oriental and Potielt 
tmanie, can be rear ily learned by - an aoe 


eacher, from pared 
with reciepts for vatnioh a by 
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chanere of five dol 


“ Hiawatha’s 








blished, “‘ The Farm Yard,” are the most 
vings for Grecian Paintin 
Regs Ssicoe be bout 


eac 
ings, can be 
SUPPLIED 4s 





GRECIAN PAINTING ir 7 
AND ANTIQUE PAINTING ON GLASS. 
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J. E. TILTON, 

Salem, Mass., 
Or Shey me temint foe 
coing.” and *s companion, 
































separate and minute directions for 
bh. u all inf and list 


had by enclosing one stamp. 
USUAL. 
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chamber. Ife remarked the great heat of the 
apartment, and said it ‘ was hot as an oven.’ 

‘So it t to be,’ replied the writer, ‘ for 
it is here where I make my bread.’ 

‘I have no fear that the deyil wil] ever come 
for me,’ said a young man of questionable 

‘He will not he silly enough to take:the 
trouble,’ seid a bystander, ‘ for are going 
direct to him.’ nal 


Every event ‘viewed, will farnish ts 
wih maton fr fees peed. 
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